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One 


Author's Notes: 
Takes place around 199b. And switches back and forth between both men\'s points of view. 


David: 


| was entranced. | leaned forward on the sofa, eyes wide as they devoured the scene on the television in front 


of me. | knew if | got caught, I'd hear about it so | turned the volume down, even though | was home alone. 


It was so unlike what they've done previously. It was artistic and provocative. One man in the video stood out 
to me. My own body twitched and trembled when the man raked his polished fingernails across his own 


stomach. 


That night, | lay wrapped in my boyfriend's arms. But | couldn't get that video out of my head. When Dave 


walked out of the master bath, wearing only a pair of boxer shorts and gave me a grin, | attacked him. | pulled 


him into bed and ravaged his body, tearing at the boxers, biting him. 

But he pushed me away. "What's gotten into you tonight, Junior?" 

"What? Now I'm not allowed to get horny? Not allowed to want to get you off?" 
"Course you are. But you rarely do." 


"What are you talking about? | want you." 
"Well, fine. But | don't have to want you." And Dave rolled over. 


"Fine" 

| loved the man. | loved him very much. | felt like | understood him in a way nobody else did. | seemed to be 
the key to soothing the savage beast and was able to draw out of Dave a sweet, kind, vulnerable side. But 
lately, within the last six months or so, there was a widening gap forming between us. | knew it, | felt it. | just 


refused to acknowledge it. Dave seemed irritable, more so than usual, and my tolerance was waning. 


In the morning, | awoke and | was shoved to the edge of the bed. Dave was sprawled out beside me, taking up 


the rest of the bed. 

"Jerk" | mumbled and stood up. 

In the kitchen, | was making coffee and cinnamon rolls when | heard myself being beckoned upstairs. 
"Junior!" 

"What?" 

"There's no toilet paper!" 

"You know where it is." 

"There's none there! Don't you think | know by now where the fucking toilet paper is?" 

| sighed. "You're so fucking dumb sometimes." | muttered under my breath. 

"What?" 


"| said just a minute!" 


After | performed my domestic duty and fetched Dave another roll of toilet paper and chastised him for not 
looking behind the stack of towels, | walked outside to pick up the newspaper. When | returned inside, | heard 
the shower running upstairs. | actually felt a pinch of happiness over being able to read the paper in peace for 
the next fifteen minutes or so. 

Sitting down at the breakfast table, | put a mug of coffee and a plate full of rolls on the table. | opened up the 
newspaper and read quickly as | brought a warm, sweet cinnamon roll to my mouth. | flipped through to the 


entertainment section. A familiar looking logo in a full page ad made me gasp softly and pull the paper up 


toward my face to read better. 


Oh, | really wanted to check this out but how? How could | possibly explain this away? Fuck it, I'll figure 


something out. 
| snapped the paper closed when | heard Dave's footfall on the stairs. 


"Oh! Cinnamon rolls, great!" And he proceeded to pick one up in each hand. Not even a kiss to the cheek to say 


good morning. 

AIK 

Kirk: 

l'm not an evil person. I'm really not. | didn't enjoy being in this position then and | don't enjoy it now. Do you 
think | wanted to be known as the guy who stole Dave Mustaine's job? Do you think | want to be known as the 
guy who stole his boyfriend, too? But | will admit there is a small, sick part of me that is spurred on by the 


thought of him finding out. | don't know who would receive the brunt of his rage, me or David. 


But that was a fleeting thought. David probably hates me as much as Dave does, for everything Dave's told 


him about me. 


| was sitting on a chair in front of my wardrobe case, wearing nothing but a pair of bright pink briefs when 


Lars burst through the door. 

"You are never gonna believe who's out there!" He shouted at me. 
"What? Calm down, what is wrong with you? Chill out 

"No! You don't understand! Ellefson is out there!" 

| stood so abruptly, the chair fell backwards. "WHAT?!" 


"Yeah, you think Dave is with him?" 


"No. No, he wouldn't come down here to see us. What the hell is his little puppy doing here?" 
Lars shook his head. "I have no focking ideal" 

"Did you see him? What did he say?" 

"I didn't see him. Someone else did, came round to tell James." 

"What did James say?" 

"Nothing. Said if he bought a ticket, what the hell could we do?" 

"Jeez. What the hell do you think he wants?" 

"| don't know!" 

Let's go find out" | suggested as | reached for a pair of black, pin-stripped pants. 
"You mean just go out there and walk right up to him?" 

"Yeah, why not? Lars, it's Junior. Its not Dave. Junior ain't gonna do anything." 
"But- but.." 

"Oh, stop it. What, are you scared? 

"No!" Lars indignantly said. | knew how to press his buttons. 


| laughed softly and swept my hand up his spine. "Relax, kitten" | purred into his ear and gave the lobe a quick 
nip. 


"Kirk" He whined, leaning into me. Sometimes that's all | needed to do to turn the man on 
Need | remind you, though: not evil 

| threw my wife beater over my head and shoved the hem of it into my pants. 

"Come on Let's go find the little pup’ 

It didn't take too long to spot David. He was pressed right up against the barricade directly in front of my 


pedal board. Lars and | stood on the stage, staring down at him. He gasped when he saw us and tried to hide 


his face behind his long, honey-colored hair. 


"What are you doing here?" Lars screamed at him. 

| merely gave him an inviting smile, jamming my hands into my pants pockets. 

He replied but it was so loud in the arena, | didn't hear. Lars looked at me. | shrugged. 
Lars pointed to the side. David glanced in the direction he pointed and shook his head. 
"Yes! Now!" 

David looked panicked 

"Lars, go easy. This isn't international espionage, for fuck's sake." | reminded him. 


We met David at the edge of the stage and | invited him back to the dressing room. Lars gave me a look that 


said he wanted to strangle me. 

"What are you doing here?" Lars demanded again 

"| just wanted to see the show" He replied quietly. 
"Dave doesn't know you're here, does he?" | asked him. 


David shook his head. "He'd kill me. But | listened to the new album and | liked it. | just couldn't not come, you 


know?" 

Lars huffed, and upon realizing the man was harmless, he stalked off. 

"Does he hate me?" 

"No, he doesn't hate you. Just a litle paranoid" 

"| should not be back here. James would get pissed, too." 

"And | will tell James that | asked you back. You want anything? A beer?" 

"Don't drink anymore" 

"Ah, that's right. Im sorry.” 

"Its okay" He finally raised his eyes to meet mine for the first time ard the little fucker smiled 


"How's that going, if you don't mind me asking?" 


"Good. It's safely in the past 
"That's good. Im happy for you. | know it's an uphill climb. Dave's clean now, too, right?" 
He nodded and his eyes drifted back to the floor again 

"Sorry. You don't like talking about it?" 

"No, it's not that. | didn't come here to tak to you about Dave, that's all’ 


"Ah. No, you're right. You're right. Its probably really uncomfortable. Junior, er David, it was never my 


intention to, you know, steal his job from him." 
"| know." 
"Does he hate me?" 


That got him to look at me again But he looked annoyed this time. "I said | don't want to talk about him to 
you." 


"Right. Sorry. What do you want to talk about, then?" 
"| don't know. This is really weird. | should go." 


"Wait, David. You don't have to go. Come on, you wanna meet Jason? Maybe you two can talk bass or some 


shit" 

He smiled again, a soft pink flushed over his cheeks. Is that what he wanted? To see Jason? 
But he said, "I didn't come to meet Jason | came because | wanted to see you." 

"Me?" Okay, now we're getting somewhere. 


"Yeah, |, uh, | saw the video with the paint and stuff and | just.. well, | wondered what made you do something 
like that." 


"Did you like it? James hates it. But | like it. Gives us depth, you know? Not just a mindless, headbanging, metal 
band." 


He giggled soundlessly. "Hey, there's something to be said about mindless, hard headbanging. And yeah, | liked it. 
| liked it very much." He looked up at me from under his eyelashes. Flirting? 


Lets just take a timeout here and assess our situation. The boyfriend of a man who hates me with every 
fiber of his being is standing in front of me, flirting. The man I'm sleeping with stalked away in anger five 
minutes ago. Common sense would tell you that this is a bad situation in which to find myself. 


Common sense can fuck off. 


"Why did you cut your hair and start wearing the make up and stuff?" He asked as he peered closely at my 
eyes. "Did the spike hurt? It looks like it hurts." 


"You can touch it if you want." 

He giggled again as he took a half step closer to me. Very cautiously, he brought an index finger toward my 
chin. When he was just about to press the pad of his finger against the tip of the spike, | snapped my teeth 
gently around his finger. 

He let out a loud laugh. his entire face lit up with laughter and he seemed to relax. | let the tip of my tongue 
drag against his finger and then swirled around it. When | was about to take more length of it into my mouth 
and let my wet lips suck on it, he abruptly pulled away. 

"Sorry" David said quietly. 

"For what? | was the one being suggestive there, not you. I'm sorry if | made you uncomfortable." 

"You never answered me." 

‘Oh. Why? Just felt like a change." 

"Suits you better." And with that, he was gone. He hurried out the door and down the hall. 


"David!" Calling after him was useless, | knew that. But | did it anyway. "Shit" 


| shifted my semi-erect cock in my pants and wondered if it was too late to find Lars and have him suck me 


off 

It wasn't. | found him with James, complaining about David. 

"Hey, you don't have to worry. He left" | told them. Then, ‘Lars, can | see you for a sec?" 

He knew exactly what | wanted from him. Even led me into the toilet stall, closing the door behind him. He gave 
me a smirk as he dropped my pants to my ankles and pushed me back onto the toilet. | watched Lars drop to 


his knees and bury is face in my lap. With a hand gripping the back of his head, | let my own head roll back 


and my eyes close. 


‘Mmm, kitten, that tongue." | purred as | rolled my hips beneath him, urging him to take me deeper into his 
throat. 


After he picked his head up and swallowed, Lars wiped the back of his hand across his sweet lips. | saw the 
daggers in his eyes when he said, "Make sure that puppy's owner doesn't find out you're looking to play with 


him. 
"Don't worry, kitten | can play with you both." 


EEEE EE EE 
David: 


| don't know what | was thinking. | knew | would be spotted. | should have stayed in the back, in the shadows and 
simply watched. But the lure of being right up front, of being so close to them all, of making them know | was 
there, was just too great. It amused me to know that | flustered Lars that much. 


| made another bullshit excuse to Dave about some gallery opening | also saw in the newspaper. | knew he 
would definitely not be interested in standing around, looking at paintings and sculpture, sipping champagne, and 
listening to the pretentious artist. | hoped he didn't question why | would be interested in doing any of that. But 
he was far too focused on writing music for that project he was doing to even process what | had told him. 
Another thing that was coming between us. 


Dave had decided he wanted to do a side project with a punk rock singer. Imagine Mustaine on a punk record? | 


couldn't either. And, even though it was a strange concept to me, it hurt not being invited to take part in it. 


| found myself captivated once again. When the show started, | was far in the back so that | would go 
undetected this time. By the middle of the sethowever, | was back up front. | had shoved and elbowed my way 


through the crowd, until | was pressed up against the barricade. 


After they finished One, | watched Kirk switch guitars and then come back toward his pedal board. That's when 
he spotted me. A look of surprise flashed across his face before he smiled and cocked his head to the side. 
Damn, he looked good. He switched his pinstriped trousers, wife beater and wingtips of last night for tight 
leather pants, a black tank top and heavy boots tonight. 


| really hope you know what you're doing, Ellefson. You know this is literally what's called sleeping with the 


enemy. 


| recognized the song as the one from the video where | first noticed the reinvented Kirk. And he stayed in 
front of me, grinning at me, through the entire song. During Wherever | May Roam, he caught my eye and 
gave me a smirk before he spun the guitar over his shoulder and back around again. He was flirting with me, 


that was clear. And | found myself eating it right up. | couldn't get enough of him. 


The last song was Nothing Else Matters, | think they used it to close out nearly every show these days. When 
Kirk stood still before me and played that soft intro melody, | got goosebumps. The entire song left me shaken, 
my knuckles were white as | gripped the top of the barricade. James' words echoed in my mind as | saw 
flashes of memories of Dave over the years. Was it possible he and | had just reached the end of our 
journey? Was it possible | had just grown in a different direction than he? Memories of all the ranting and 
raving and angry, hateful words | heard him spew at these men over the years became an affront to the 


beauty and chill of what they had just done before me. 

With a shake of my head to rouse me, | looked around and saw that people began to withdraw. The stage was 
empty, Kirk was gone. Well, if nothing else, | learned a new respect and appreciation for Metallica. And | knew | 
had to go home and sit Dave down and have a long heart to heart with him, in which he would grow defensive 
and angry and accuse me of being just one more person to cast him aside and abandon him. Sighing deeply, | 
finally uncurled my fingers and turned to leave. 


| heard fast, heavy footsteps behind me. "David!" 


Kirk. He came back for me. The smile that spread across my face was going to give me away when | turned 


around but fuck it, | no longer cared about that. 

"Hey. The show was incredible. You were amazing!" 

"Thank you. You want to grab a water and have a chat, or something?" 
"Back there again? No thanks." 

"Fair enough." He smiled. "Wait outside. I'll be there in ten minutes." 


Kirk appeared in the doorway, true to his word, ten minutes later. He was dressed in a pair of black jeans and 


a snug, black t-shirt. He had a duffle bag over one shoulder and held a white hat in his hands. 
"You drove here, right?" 
| nodded. 


"Good, let's take a ride." He plopped the hat on his head and then held a hand out, indicating that | should lead 
the way. 


FEKE EE EK 


Kirk: 


| liked David. Not only was he gorgeous but there was an interesting duality to him. He had a bashful 


sweetness to him that was counter balanced with a clever intelligence. | don't know anything about his 
relationship with Dave except that it seemed to me Dave sometimes mistook his boyfriend's kind heart for 
weakness. Well, that was Dave, wasn't it? Part of his defense was pretending everybody was weaker than him. 
But David wasn't weak. David was a saint in my book for being able to, not only stay with Dave for all these 
years, but manage to bring out the best in him. 

"Where do you want to go?" He asked as he pointed his remote toward a black Mercedes convertible. 

Not bad, Ellefson. Not too bad at all. "This new?" 

"Yeah, um, we, uh..well, Dave bought it a few months ago." 

"Bought you a car, huh?" | smirked as | pulled open the passenger door. 

‘It was a birthday gift” 

"Ah." And | smirked even more. This was just too good. | glanced into the back seat, taking mental 
measurements. | could nail the man in his birthday gift car. "Let's take a drive out of the city, someplace | can 
see the stars. Never get to take a time out and look at the stars, you know?" 

The little pup gave me a sideways glance as he started the car. Right. Wasn't fooling him at all, was |? He 
pushed the button to lower the top and then told me, "Might want to take that hat off if you don't want to 
lose it" 

He shifted the car into drive and stomped on the gas. The engine roared and the tires kicked up gravel. 

"You should take care not to damage something so meaningful." 

He shot me another look 

"Such a special gift deserves special care." Sure, | could mean the car. 

| watched the wind rip through his hair as he sped us down the highway. This is when | would typically make a 
move. Seeing as | hate to disappoint, | let my hand come to rest on his thigh. David startled a bit and glanced 
down at it quite quickly. 

"We're almost there." His voice cracked as he shouted over the wind. 

"Yep, we are." Replied | as | let my hand slip down between his legs. 

His body tensed but he kept his eyes on the road before us. | rubbed two fingers against the seam of his 


jeans, feeling his cock come to life beneath them. He panted now, swallowing, a little whimper escaping. | was 


seconds away from lowering my head into his lap when he slowed he car and turned onto a dirt road. The road 


was bumpy and to be honest, | don't know how he found it in the dark. It resembled the same thing as both 
sides of it, dried out, crusty sand. The middle of the desert. The dust that the car kicked up trailed out behind 
us as David kept the car pointed straight and just kept driving. 

"I think you can stop any time." 


| caught the grin on his lips just before he cut the wheel sharply and stomped on the brakes, forcing my 


entire body to crash against him as the car roughly came to a stop. 

"You did that on purpose." 

"Maybe." 

The dust settled, clinging to the supple camel-colored leather seats. 

"What now?" | asked him with a grin. 

"Now you look at the stars you've been missing." He pointed up into the sky. 

l'm not a romantic, | swear l'm not. But the sky was filled with billions and billions of stars and David seemed to 
know each one of them by name. He leaned his head back against the seat and pointed out different 
constellations to me. His enthusiasm for each new one he spotted made me smile. 

"oh, and look, there's Scorpius!" He pointed toward his left. "Do you see it?" 


"No, | don't know what l'm looking for." 


"Come here." And he pulled my arm so that | had to practically climb into his lap. He put his hands on my head 
and turned it. "Look at the bright yellowish star. Do you see that?" 


"| think so." 


"Okay, now look directly beneath that, almost at the horizon. There are four stars that form a sideways cross, 
then follow the tail of the cross down. Do you see it?" 


"| think so." 


"That's Scorpius! You never really get to see the whole thing around here. Usually only visible in the south. 


You're a Scorpio, too, aren't you?" 


| turned my head to face him, our eyes met. Even in the dark, | could see the smile in his. | felt myself leaning 
in to close the gap between our mouths. Just before my lips reached his, | saw his hand coming up and he 


pressed his index finger to my chin spike. 


"Boop! 
With a surprised laugh, | shook my head. 

"Did it really hurt?" He asked again as he let his fingers roll over it, and twist it. 

"Yeah, it really hurt" 

"Does it hurt now?" 

"No. Unless you mean to yank it out:" 

"My earrings hurt when | had them done. | can just imagine what that felt like.” 

"You seem fascinated with it. Maybe you should get it done." 

His eyes flicked up to mine. "No way!" He laughed. 

"David?" 

"What?" 

"You didn't drive us out here to look at stars or examine my piercings, did you?" 

He dropped his gaze. "Well, | mean, the stars are cool." 

"The stars are cool" | agreed. “But I'd really rather get you into the back seat and have a little fun with you." 


That drew his eyes back to mine. With a quick, teasing peck to his lips, | then slid back into the passenger seat 


and opened the door. 

"Come on, puppy, have some fun with me." | stood and began to undress. 
"Kirk!" 

"What? You think someone's going to be out here?" 


| threw my clothes onto the empty front seat and stood beside the car, completely naked now. He better not 


leave me hanging here. 


Slowly he opened his own door, stood up and walked around the front of the car until he stood beside me. | 


turned to face him and could barely make out his face. 


"L almost wish it wasn't so dark. | can't see you." 


‘Guess you'll just have to go by what you feel" David said in a whisper just before | felt two hands grip my 
hips. 


RRR 
David: 


What had come over me? | knew what was going to happen the second Kirk got into my car. | thought he'd just 
have me drive him back to his hotel room. But when he suggested driving out somewhere quiet and dark, it 
was perfect. | knew someplace quiet and dark Dave and | used to come out here a lot when we still had a 
spark and a little romance. It was Dave that showed me some of these constellations. So yeah, | felt a little 
guilty about that. But | could feel Kirk's excitement just radiating from him and | could tell he liked listening to 


me point them out. 


Now he stood before me, naked, telling me it was time to put up or shut up. This is what | wanted, right? 
Didn't imagine I'd get it but now that | have it.. 


| held his hips in my hands and drew him against me. His arms encircled around my back, hands immediately 
found my bare skin under my shirt. His mouth found my jaw and | felt that spike tickling my neck as his warm, 
soft lips traced back to my ear. The fingertips of my right hand danced across his stomach, making him inhale 
sharply and wriggle. He was erect and | could feel him through my jeans as he rubbed against me. When | 
finally wrapped my fingers around him, | smiled to myself. He had a nice cock. Thicker and straighter than..well, 
than what | was used to. | wanted to put my lips around it, feel it in the back of my throat. 


| started to slide down to my knees before him, ready to worship that cock. 


"No, no, puppy.” Kirk whispered as | felt his hands under my arms. "You don't need to get down on your knees 


for me." 

He opened the door and guided me to sit in the seat and then stood between my legs, offering himself to me. | 
couldn't stop the errant thought that Dave would have left me there on my knees, beneath him. And that was 
the second time | heard Kirk call me a puppy. 

"Why do you call me that?" 

"What? Puppy?" 


"Yeah." 


"It suits you." And then | felt his hands pulling my shirt over my head. 


With one hand sliding up and down the back of his thigh, | held his cock in the other hand and guided it into my 


mouth. | felt him lean over my shoulder and run his hardened fingers up and down my spine. 
"Oh, puppy." He groaned. 
"Say my name." 


"David" He grunted. 


| rewarded him by stroking him with my fist as | let the head of his cock rest against the very back of my 


Tongue, my mouth open wide. 


"Hold your mouth open as wide as you can" Kirk told me when | felt his hands grip the sides of my face. He 
thrust his hips back and forth, sending his cock deep into my throat and back out, essentially using my mouth 
to fuck 


"Good puppy, take it deep." 


My own cock was throbbing now, needing some attention. My hand slid off his thigh and up my own, to the 


button on my jeans. 


FEKE 
Kirk: 


The puppy was really good with his mouth. Dave was a lucky man. And when he let me mouth fuck him, | 
thought | might lose it right then and there. Thank God he had the good sense to pull away after a few 
moments so that he could take his pants off. If anybody was going to drop to their knees, it was going to be 
me in front of him. And | did. My knees hit that hard, dried dirt and | was about to pull him to the edge of the 


seat when he resisted. 


"Wait," He said and then pushed me back. He stood and lifted the latch on the seat that moved it so we could 
climb into the back seat. 


| slid in first and sat on the seat, my legs spread wide, my head against the back of the seat. David climbed in 
and planted one foot on either side of me, on the seat. His gorgeous dick dangled in front of my face. With a 
smirk, | slid my hands up the back of his thighs and pulled him to me, gladly taking him into my mouth. | let 
my wet tongue lap at the underside of him while a hand cupped his balls. My other hand gripped a firm 
handful of his ass. 


The sounds David made as | pleasured him were amazing. He sharply sucked in air through gritted teeth, he 
whimpered like a puppy, he grunted and growled. Each sound intensified my urge and | could no longer hold back. 


| needed to have him. | nudged him back for a moment and then moved him beside me. 
"David, let me have you, please?" 


| heard him choke and cough but his body was pliant under my touch. He let me bend him over the back seat 
and boot. But it wasn't enough. | wanted to hear Dave Mustaine's boyfriend tell me to fuck him. 


"Tell me, David. Tell me you want me." 

"Do it. Please just do it” He finally muttered, so muffled | barely understood. 

With an exploring hand, | found his head down, his face buried in his arms. 

While | petted his hair, "David, we don't have to if you're having second thoughts." | said softly, even though | 
was pulling my bag toward me and fishing inside for the bottle of lube | stuffed in there before | left the 


arena. Always prepared, that's me. 


His head snapped up when | popped the cap open and squirted a generous amount of the liquid directly onto my 
dick. Of course | was confident he'd still want me. 


"Okay?" 

No response. 

"Puppy?" 

A soft laugh which surprised me. "I was nodding. Forgot you couldn't see.” 

And | didn't give him a chance to reconsider. | was up on my feet and behind him, using a hand to rub gently 
up and down his back and another hand to spread him, using a bit of excess lube to rub into him. He was stil 
so tight, as if this was his first time. He was hissing and wincing and clenching as | pushed very slowly into 
him. 

"Am | hurting you?" 

"No." Was all he managed before he hissed again. 

"Puppy, | don't want it to hurt for you. | want it to feel good” 


"Just..been..a while." 


"Oh. A long while?" 


"Birthday." 

| quickly did the math in my head. Six months. Six months since this beautiful ass had any attention? No 
wonder he came looking for me. | held myself still, letting him move against me until he was comfortable. 
Bending over him, | kissed his shoulder. 

“Take your time, David. This is for you." 

With a loud growl, he pushed himself back against me, sending me deep inside of him in one hard thrust. 
"Shit!" | yelled without even a thought. 

"Fuck me hard, dammit Kirk" He rose up with hands planted on the gleaming black metal. 

| wrapped an arm under his stomach and began moving slowly but firmly inside of him. 

"Harder!" He barked at me. 

"Puppy." | groaned. | wanted to fuck him but | didn't want to hurt him. 

"Harder, | said!" 

Fuck me, okay. 

David came against the leather of the back seat. | came against the back of David's thigh. He immediately slid 
down and curled up on the seat, seemingly in a daze. | sunk down onto the seat and lifted his legs into my lap. | 
stroked my hands softly up and down his calf. 

"Are you okay?" 

"| just cheated on Dave. | . | never meant to.." 

"I'm sorry.” | said outwardly while inwardly | was grinning. 

‘Its not your fault. Shit just hasn't been right with him in a long time." 

"You don't have to stay, you know." 

"Yes, | do. You and | both know he can't be left by himself" 


"David, you're not his keeper, you're his boyfriend. His partner.” 


"Is that what you and Lars are? Partners?" Shit, how did he know?? Because he's clever, thats how. 


"Lars and | are a lot different than you and Dave. Lars and | play together. You and Dave have love between 


you." 

"Do we?" 

| didn't answer. How the fuck did | know what was really between them? 

After a few moments, David sat up and climbed out of the car. | watched him put his clothes back on. 

"Gotta get back. Let's go." He said quietly. 

IIE 

David: 

| put the top up and turned the volume on the radio up. | couldn't look at Kirk as | drove us back into the city. 
He was incredible; warm, generous, kind, sexy. He gave me exactly what | needed from him. A very large part 
of me tried to convince myself that this was it. One time. Just to feel someone inside of me again. Just to feel 
a sublime connection with someone else, even for just a couple hours. But man, | really picked the wrong 


person to experience that with. 


At Kirk's hotel, | put the car in park and finally turned to look at him. He had a sweet, caring smile on his lips 
but his eyes were filled with sadness. 


| want to give you my number. Do you think you'd be able to keep it from him?" 
| nodded. 


He pressed a scrap of paper into my palm. "You ever need me again, just call. Even if its to grab coffee. I'l 
leave Lars at home, | swear." He said with a soft giggle. 


"Thank you." 


"Thank you, puppy. It was amazing." He grinned and, with a hand against the back of my neck, under my hair, he 
pulled me close to him. He pressed a kiss to my forehead. "Remember, just call." 


| watched him walk toward the entrance to the hotel and then | looked at the phone number on the paper in 
my hand. And then back at the hotel. He was already gone. 


Dave. God, how | ached for him. Ached for those days when we were carefree and in love. Well, we were never 
carefree, exactly. But we were definitely in love once upon a time. | slid one hand along the smooth, soft 


leather of the steering wheel of my birthday gift. The last time Dave had smiled at me was the night he gave 


me this car. The last night we made love was the night he gave me this car. Lord knows | tried since that 


night but he continued to push me away. 

The slip of paper that held the evidence of my betrayal was balled up in my fist. My finger pressed the 
button that lowered the window and my fist extended out the window and | dropped the ball of paper. The 
window went back up, the car was shifted into drive and it navigated me home. 

Dave was on his stomach, sprawled out across the bed, snoring. And not even in a cute way. | took a fast 
shower and then slid into bed, in the tiny little spot that he left me. He grunted and shifted and | felt two 
arms wrap around me. 

He inhaled sharply before he mumbled, "Where you been, Junior?" 

"Needed to do some thinking.” 

"What about?" 

"You and me." 

"What about you and me?" 

"Just where we're going, where we been, where we are now." 


"Where are we now?" 


"Now, we're in the bed we share together, in the house we share together, in the life we share together. And | 


realized tonight that | don't wanna be anywhere else because, for better or worse, you are my home." 
"Where's this coming from, babe?" And then he nuzzled his face in my neck. 


| smiled. That was his secret language. Pet names and cuddling were the ways Dave said what Dave could not 


say. "I'm sorry" and "I love you". And nobody knew that about this man except me. 
OK 
Kirk: 


"Well, well, well. Did you have a good time?" Lars sounded angry as he flicked a lamp on just as soon as | 


entered the room. 


| dropped my bag on the floor and climbed into bed beside him. "I had a very good time." | purred as | pulled 


him into my arms. 


He acted like he was fighting me. He knew | loved it when he pretended he didn't want me. | especially enjoyed 
the physical struggle. 


"Stop it! tm mad at youl” 

"Yes, kitten, | know." | nibbled at his neck and already | could feel his hands fumbling with my pants. 
"Did you have him?" 

"What do you think?" 

"Was he good?" 

"What do you think?" 

"Better than me?" For the first time, | heard sadness and insecurity in his voice. 

As | pushed his head down into my lap, | cooed gently, "Of course not. Nobody's better than my kitten" 


After all, I'm not evil. 


